240      WHAT BECOMES OF THE SOUL AFTER DEATH
rulers and princes of my kind became ordinary citi-
zens of India, devoid of the previous rights, privileges
and way of living, but are given only a scanty pen-
sion Having always pursued the religious life, now
at the age of 73 I am a recluse and have taken shel-
ter at the feet of my Guru Swami Sivananda Sara-
swati of Rishikesh, a realised Sage The truth of my
experience is as follows
"In 1948, suffering from severe malaria, I became
anaemic, and my doctor, a relation, gave me certain
injections of insulin, which sent me into unconscious-
ness or coma, and forthwith I was removed to the
Nursing Home nearby where I was given injection
after injection to get heat into my body, but inwardly
the doctor had concluded that I was dead and he had
caused the news of my demise to be wired to my
daughter
"What was really meant to be the death-state,
I did really experience The doctor's ]udgment was
not far wrong though he had not expected my death
When I had stopped breathing physically, my astral
body or soul was caught hold of by two tall black
Yama-dootas who escorted me to the Yama-Ioka with
great speed It was 11 a m and we reached our desti-
nation within 20 minutes I saw the God of Death,
Yama seated on a golden pedestal En route I was
instructed and warned by the Messengers to maintain
complete silence before the Dharmaraja unless di-
rectly questioned Unto Dharmaraja I reverentially
prostrated. He asked in whispers the man seated on
the ground in front of Him to refer to my life-record-
an<J he began to turn over pages one way and